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	New Start in Seattle

**_Author's note: If any of you have an account on DeviantArt, I would like it very much for someone to draw out one of the scenes from this fanfic or others written by me and upload it onto DeviantArt. If you wish to draw based on what I have written, please let me know in the comments._**

Sunday, December 23, 2012.

Pacifica Northwest watched sadly as the water tower of Gravity Falls passed by the view from her limousine. Before long, the sign saying "Now Leaving Gravity Falls" waved passed the vehicle. The ground and tress are covered with a fresh layer of snow, and usually Pacifica would be happy on this kind of day.

But there is no reason for her to be happy – or her entire family in that case. Things had gotten really bad for the Northwest family. It all started when her dad, Preston Northwest, pledged allegiance to the demonic overlord Bill Cipher and invested his savings into him. Bill was eventually defeated, and all of Preston's invests were lost. To preserve his family fortune, he had to sell his mansion.

Things only went downhill from that point on. The family was forced to live in the best "commoner" house, which to Pacifica was satisfactory enough, but to her parents, a big embarrassment. Pacifica started grade eight at Nathaniel Northwest Middle School (and she received special treatment due to being a descendant of the namesake), and lived life as usual, but her parents were undergoing lots of stress. They tried the best they could to keep whatever money they had left while at the same time trying to maintain their reputation. Their primary source of income was the family-run mud flap factory.

The Northwest family's reputation was already damaged enough when the whole town found out about Preston investing in Bill and having to sell his mansion (which was later bought by a hillbilly) as a result. But word also got out that Nathaniel Northwest was not the true founder of Gravity Falls – Pacifica's parents found out about this over the summer and tried to keep this a secret, but a disgruntled butler decided to spill the beans on the whole town. That was the last straw – the Northwest family decided to leave Gravity Falls to start afresh, in a place Pacifica has never even been to before: Seattle, Washington.

Pacifica was content with her life in Gravity Falls. To suddenly have this life uprooted would be the last thing Pacifica would want. She was against moving to Seattle, but decided to go along, albeit reluctantly, when she herself started becoming the subject of ridicule by the townsfolk. So Preston sold the mud flap factory, packed up the family's belongings, and now he and the rest are moving out. What's more, Pacifica had to give up her one and only pony as the moving company doesn't permit transport of those kinds of animals.

By the evening of December 23, 2012, the family has arrived at their new home overlooking Puget Sound. The house, by commoners' terms, was a fancy villa, but to Pacifica's parents, it was a shack. Pacifica didn't really care; after her room was set up, she went directly to bed in an attempt to sleep off her depression.

Tuesday, October 28, 2014. Puget Sound High School.

Pacifica Northwest is now a sophomore. It's been almost two years since the move – and Pacifica has moved on. She has fully adjusted to her new life in the bustling city of Seattle. Her parents, not so much; occasionally they would get _very_ nostalgic about their wealthy lifestyle back in Gravity Falls. Preston has since become an employee at an office based in downtown Seattle; he was not used to being told to do this and that all the time.

Pacifica lazily walked down the hall to her next class when a poster advertising something caught her eye.

The colorful advertisement was for the Winter Concert, taking place on December 12, 2014. While most of the performances have been filled in by the school's Drama Class, Dance Club, Orchestra, Choir, and the AP Music Theory class, the performing arts department is now looking for performances played by individual students.

Auditions were that Friday after school. Pacifica decided to give it a try. And this was her second chance to get on stage; last year, she was unable to go to the auditions due to her parents taking her to some boring play at the Seattle Center. This year, Pacifica would finally get to have her chance to shine.

That night at dinner, Pacifica decided to tell her parents what she wants to do.

"Winter Concert, you say?" Priscilla said, not looking up from the steak she is so carefully cutting. Etiquette is still an important part of her daily activities.

"What? I want to go on stage. This is my chance to shine!" Pacifica retorted, with some carrots still in her mouth.

"Swallow your food before you talk, dear," Preston reminded his daughter as he, like his wife, carefully cuts his steak.

Pacifica swallowed her food and continued. "I like singing. I am good at it. I bet I could knock the whole school unconscious with my beautiful singing voice!"

Pacifica looked at both her parents, seeing if any would make a response.

"Beautiful singing voice, eh?" Priscilla finally said. "I haven't heard you sing in a while, but if you insist, then go ahead. Preston, what do you think?"

"Sure," Preston replied casually, as if he had no idea what was being discussed. He is still not taking his eyes off the steak he is carefully cutting.

"Thanks," Pacifica said. "I'll come home late Friday. I will be at auditions." And with that, Pacifica rudely stuffed her face with a spoonful of mashed potatoes, much to her mother's dismay.

Friday, October 31, 2014. The day of the auditions.

"_Oooh Ooh  
>Girls do what we like<br>Oooh Ooh  
>We're taking over tonight<br>Oooh Ooh  
>Girls do what we like<br>Oooh Ooh  
>We're taking over midnight<em>

_"We're queens of the disco!"_

The microphone ringed heavily as the overconfident freshman on the stage sang loudly and horribly. Everyone in the auditorium cringed or covered their ears at the sound.

"Cut! Cut!" the AP Music Theory teacher, the main judge, shouted at the singing boy.

"But I'm not done yet…" the boy tried to argue.

"Thank you! We will consider your application and notify you soon!" the instructor bellowed.

The boy sighed and walked off the stage. The instructor took out her pen and marked something on her clipboard. Apparently that boy was disqualified right on the spot.

"Next we have…Pacifica Northwest," the instructor announced.

Pacifica got up from her seat and advanced towards the stage. It was then that she started getting really nervous; it has been a very long time since Pacifica has even sang a single line. She did not know if she still has that beautiful singing voice in her.

Pacifica took the microphone from its stand and took a deep breath. The judges shuffled in their seats, evidently impatient for Pacifica to start her show.

The night before, Pacifica had decided what song she would sing at the auditions. She inhaled and let the song out.

"_Tale as old as time_  
><em>True as it can be<em>  
><em>Barely even friends<em>  
><em>Then somebody bends<em>  
><em>Unexpectedly"<em>

Pacifica was surprised at how well she sung the first verse. She continued, with greater confidence.

By the time Pacifica was down to the last verse, the entire audience, which wasn't that big, was listening intently to Pacifica's beautiful singing.

"_Tale as old as time_  
><em>Song as old as rhyme<em>  
><em>Beauty and the Beast"<em>

The song was completed. Pacifica tensed up, not knowing what to expect.

Suddenly the miniature audience burst into applause and cheers. The judges sitting in the front row got up and had wide smiles on their faces.

"Bravo! Tale as old as time indeed!" the main judge exclaimed.

Pacifica was stunned and relieved at the same time. There was almost no applause whenever a person who had gone before her was done with his or her performance. But in this instance, the few people present just erupted as if they were a crowd the size of a full auditorium that has watched an elite play at the Sydney Opera House.

Pacifica stepped down from the stage, and was greeted by the main judge.

"Pacifica that was some performance you did!" she said. "I honestly have never heard such beautiful singing in such a long time! How would you like it if you're in for the Winter Concert?"

"Absolutely!" Pacifica replied enthusiastically.

"I like your gumption, kid! You most certainly have to be one of our solo singers for the concert! It will totally knock everyone off their seats!"

When Pacifica got home, she burst into her house and blurted out what has just happened.

"I got the part! I'm going to be a solo singer for the Winter Concert!" Pacifica yelled.

"That's nice, sweetie," Priscilla paid no attention to her daughter. She was busy trying to follow the moves on this exercise game she has recently bought. A pop song was blaring along with the animated woman on the TV screen constantly saying "left, right, and down! Good! Keep it up!"

"Mom, I got the part! Shouldn't you be happy?"

"Yes, yes, I'm happy! It's just that I'm trying to keep up here…" Priscilla said as she bent down to touch her left foot with her right hand. She flinched when she felt a spasm in her back. "Oh, I'm getting old!" she called out as she rubbed her spine.

Pacifica decided to tell her dad that she got the part. She rushed out of the living room where her mom was doing moves she hasn't done for over ten years and up into her room. She took out her cell phone and dialed her father.

"You don't talk back to me! I'm your manager, by golly!" a muscular-looking man nearly a foot higher than Preston whacked the Northwest with the company handbook.

Preston was in his boss' office getting scolded for just making a small suggestion on the project he is currently working on under the boss' supervision. The boss took it as a complaint and is treating it like an insult.

"Yes, Mr. Southeast, I…understand…," his phone suddenly rang. He took it out of his pocket and answered it, much to his boss' annoyance.

"Hello? Pacifica, is this important?" Preston asked, somewhat irritatingly. However, within a few seconds, his frowning face turned into that of surprise and excitement.

"Pacifica dear, that's great! A Northwest would never fail at anything!" Preston shouted with joy. "I look forward to seeing you succeed at the concert. Bye!"

"Concert? What the heck are you talking about?" Mr. Southeast pounded his hand with the rolled-up company handbook. "You're not going to skip work to watch some dumb play by kindergarteners, are you?"

"Oh I will all right!" Preston replied, still laughing. "Northwests never fail at anything! I'm going to be there to show what our family name truly means!"

"Call your psychiatrist, will you? Now get your blasted butt out of my sight," the boss said as he sat down back at his desk. He shook his head as he saw the normally-dignified man who is not so dignified now walk out of his office laughing.

"Something tells me he's descended from a waste-shoveling village idiot who died trying to eat a tree so he can prove that he's a wizard," Mr. Southeast grumbled as he opened his laptop.

Friday, December 12, 2014. The night of Puget Sound High's Winter Concert.

The Northwests' limousine turned into the parking lot of the secondary school campus.

"Pacifica, you've been quiet the whole car ride," Preston said. "You sure you're not going to practice anymore before you go on stage?"

"You're the first one to perform, dear. Might as well make your act perfect," Priscilla commented as she combed her hair while looking at a mirror.

"Relax; I've been to many rehearsals. I think I got this," Pacifica reassured. "You two are staying to watch, yeah?"

"Why is it that I'm trying to perfect my look right now, dear?" Priscilla replied, still examining her face in her mirror. "Think before you talk."

"You're not going to show how a true Northwest is like without us there behind you," Preston added.

Pacifica rolled her eyes at her dad referring to their family name's reputation again, but otherwise felt happy that her parents are staying to support her. "Thanks. I will not let you two down."

"That's the ticket," Preston said. The car came to halt. Pacifica, dressed in her familiar light purple dress and red gloves, exited the car.

In the auditorium, Preston and Priscilla sat down at the best seats they could fine. Whenever they attended theater performances, they would sit in the seats reserved for the elite. But a typical high school auditorium wouldn't have any of that; just rows of run-down commoner seats that are far from the stupor of the elite theater seats.

Sitting in the midst of commoners was also something the couple was still not used to. Behind them, a baby was crying, in front of them, a man with an uncombed ponytail and messily eating a cupcake sat down, to their left was a woman loudly swearing into her phone and to their right was a man who smelled as if he has never took a shower before.

Preston felt something sticky on his hand. He lifted it to find a piece of gum stuck to his ring.

"Ew, is this how commoners are always like?" Preston asked disgusted.

"At least we don't have to be like them, honey," Priscilla said. Preston flicked the gum off his ring and took out some wipes.

Meanwhile, behind the stage, Pacifica was looking at the auditorium slowly filling up with parents and students interested in watching the play. It has been a long time since she has presented her voice to a wide audience. The auditions probably consisted of no more than twenty or so people, but here, it looks like hundreds are filing in. And it seems like there aren't enough seats for everyone. Not to mention, her parents are somewhere in that crowd – they may not be so demanding anymore, but that doesn't stop Pacifica from not wanting to fail them.

"Pacifica, what are you doing?" the AP Music Theory teacher and coordinator of the concert suddenly appeared. Pacifica was startled at the teacher's sudden appearance. "You are the first one on. Get in position!"

Pacifica nodded her head and headed towards the side room. She had never felt so nervous before. And the loud chatter of the cellists and violinists behind her wasn't making her feel better either.

The representative student took his position at the center of the stage. He tapped the microphone to see if it is working. The audience became silent as the formally-dressed senior started the introduction.

"Hello everyone, and welcome to Puget Sound High's 2014 Winter Concert," the boy said as he fumbled with his note cards. He cleared his throat and continued.

"This mass production wouldn't have been possible without the support of the principal, the PTA, the school board, and all the students who voluntarily joined to show their talent. But let us thank the ultimate mastermind behind the play: Ms. Lucile Percy."

The AP Music Theory instructor, who sat in the front row, got up, faced the audience, and did a curtsy. The audience applauded in response.

"And now it is time to kick off the concert! This one has a surplus of performances, from the recreation of Charles Dickens' _A Christmas Carol_ by the Drama class to the playing of classical Christmas songs by the choir and supporting orchestra."

_Oh, get on with it!_ Pacifica thought. She is getting tenser as she got more impatient with the boy dragging on his introductory speech.

"Let us start the performance with a solo by sophomore Pacifica Northwest, who will be singing us the song 'Let it Go' from the Roy E. Disney Animation Studios film _Blizzard_."

The boy bowed and walked off the stage as the crowd applauded. Pacifica, trying to look as confident as she can, walked onto the stage. In the very front row, only about two meters from the base, sat the VIPs; the principal, the academic coordinator, the PTA director, and a representative from the Seattle Unified School District. And Ms. Percy sat right in the center seat; beside her sat a man Pacifica did not know, but seems to be dressed the most formally out of all the VIPs in the front row. After Pacifica positioned herself in front of the microphone, she saw Ms. Percy lean over to the unknown man and whisper something.

The instrumental version of the song Pacifica was to sing begun playing. As the cue to start approached, Pacifica took a deep breath and let it go.

"_The snow glows white on the mountain tonight  
>Not a footprint to be seen<br>A kingdom of isolation,  
>and it looks like I'm the Queen<em>

"_The wind is howling like this swirling storm inside  
>Couldn't keep it in, Heaven knows I tried<em>

"_Don't let them in, don't let them see_  
><em>Be the good girl you always have to be<em>  
><em>Conceal, don't feel, don't let them know<em>  
><em>Well, now they know<em>!"

The first three verses came out very well. Pacifica raised her voice and continued singing with much greater confidence. The entire audience seems to be mesmerized by Pacifica's recreation of one of the best songs of all time.

"_Let it go! Let it go!  
>Can't hold it back anymore!<br>Let it go! Let it go!  
>Turn away and slam the door!<br>I don't care what they're going to say!  
>Let the storm rage on<br>The cold never bothered me anyway"_

Preston and Priscilla were astonished at their daughter's amazing singing. They have always prided that their daughter is an excellent singer, but they haven't heard her sing in a long time, and being impacted by this seemingly new melodious voice was exasperating.

A crumpled candy wrapper hit Preston in the head. Normally he would go into a rage on dignity and that trash does not belong on people like him, but he was so absorbed by his daughter's performance that he decided to "let it go".

"_Let it go! Let it go!  
>And I'll rise like the break of dawn<br>Let it go! Let it go!  
>That perfect girl is gone!<br>Here I stand in the light of day!  
>Let the storm rage on!<br>The cold never bothered me anyway"_

The associating music stopped playing. Pacifica stood there, proud of what she has just done. The entire crowd burst into wild applause. Pacifica did a curtsy and proudly walked off the stage.

"Northwests never fail! Yeah! Pacifica I knew you could do it!" Preston was literally hopping up and down.

"You were amazing! Keep it up, dear!" Priscilla shouted above the roaring audience. The Northwest couple decided to for the time being to abandon their usual dignity and go wild over their daughter's accomplishment. It's been a long time since the Northwests had accomplished anything, and they are glad to finally be able to once again showcase what they are capable of.

The narrating senior retook his post at the stage.

"Well, that was some splendid singing that had just happened!" he ad-libbed. He took a glance at his notecards, cleared his throat and continued. "Next we will have the choir singing with accompanying music by the orchestra…"

A few minutes later, Pacifica found her parents among the crowd. She struggled to get pass the people blocking her way to her parents.

"Pacifica, that was amazing!" Priscilla whispered loudly when Pacifica greeted her parents.

"Our name has finally been restored. Good singing, dear!" Preston commented. Another candy wrapper bounced off his head, but he is still ignoring it.

"Thanks," Pacifica said as she squat down in the space in front of her parents. There were no seats left nearby for her to sit, and so has no choice but to be in that position. Preston, however, lifted Pacifica and set her down on his lap. She is almost as tall as her dad, but her height and weight did not bother Preston.

At around 8 PM, the play ended with a finale performance of "Joy to the World" by the Dance Club. Even though the concert was officially over, the applause generated was not nearly as half of what had occurred when Pacifica completed her solo.

Pacifica and her parents were about to leave the auditorium when Ms. Percy, the principal, and the unknown man Pacifica saw earlier approach them.

"Pacifica, I'd like you to meet the CEO of SeattleTV, Mr. Worrel," Ms. Percy said to Pacifica, gesturing the unknown man.

"Nice to meet you, Pacifica," Mr. Worrel said, and shook hands with Pacifica. "Nice to meet you too, Mr. and Mrs. Northwest," Mr. Worrel continued as he shook hands with Preston and Priscilla.

"Mr. Worrel here is looking for potential performers on SeattleTV's annual Christmas special that takes place every Christmas Eve," Ms. Percy continued.

"That was some fine singing you had there, young lady," Mr. Worrel said to Pacifica. "Honestly, your performance in my opinion was the best one out of your school's play! Or out of every performance I have ever seen, actually. How would you like to go on stage to perform a song for SeattleTV's annual Christmas special, Pacifica?"

"What's the catch?" Priscilla asked.

"SeattleTV is Washington State's most viewed channel," the principal said. "And they are quite popular with their Christmas specials. This school can gain recognition if your daughter goes on stage."

"Not only will your daughter and her school become stars, your family would also get paid a sum of about two hundred thousand dollars if your daughter were to wish to perform," Mr. Worrel added.

"Well, would you look at that? A chance for more wealth and reputation reconstruction," Preston said impressed.

"Sounds like a good deal to me," Priscilla commented. "Pacifica, would you like to go on this channel's annual special?"

"Oh, yes, definitely!" Pacifica responded excitedly. "I will make sure the special goes without error!"

"I like your gumption, kid," Mr. Worrel said. "Tomorrow you just stop over at my station so you can register for the performance. Here's my card."

Mr. Worrel took out his business card and handed it to Preston. He again shook hands with the couple and Pacifica before he and the two others with him left.

"I'm finally going to become a singer!" Pacifica said excitedly as she walked out of the theater with her parents. "My path to stardom is just beginning!"

Pacifica did not notice her phone drop out of her purse. She and her parents walked into the school parking lot and drove off in their limousine. A janitor came by to sweep up any trash the audience left behind.

"Ugh, people just don't know what garbage bins are for," the janitor mumbled as he begun sweeping up candy wrappers, concert pamphlets, soda cans, sandwich wrappings, and tissues. He then came across Pacifica's smartphone.

"My my, someone even left their phone behind!" the janitor exclaimed. He looked around, and then stuffed the phone into his pocket. He continued sweeping the auditorium alleys.

Wednesday, December 24, 2014. At a performing arts center at the Seattle Center.

SeattleTV had reserved one of the area's performing arts theatres to perform their live Christmas Eve Special. Again, Pacifica was the first one to perform. The channel figured that they could get more people to have their TV stay on SeattleTV if Pacifica were to present her fabulous singing first.

Pacifica did not felt nervous at all, despite the theatre she is presenting in front of is more than twice the size of her high school auditorium and the rest of Washington State would be watching her. She knew she could pull this off.

7:00 PM rolled in. The one-hour special was set to begin.

"Merry Christmas, Washington State!" the announcer of 2014's special said on the stage overlooking the excited audience. "As we all know, Christmas is a time to get together with families and friends, be happy, and in summary, just have a great time."

Pacifica's cue to walk on stage came. Dressed in her favorite lake-foam green dress (her parents finally let her wear it), she walked up beside the announcer. Among the crowd are broadcasting cameras belonging to SeattleTV, meant to give live shots of the performance to everyone in Washington.

"And now, for the first time in SeattleTV's history, we have a teenager performing in one of Christmas specials. Ladies and gentlemen, meet Pacifica Northwest of Puget Sound High School, who will be here tonight to sing Demi Lovato's version of 'Let it Go', one of the best Roy E. Disney songs of all time'."

The announcer walked off the stage as Pacifica did a curtsy. The entire audience applauded. Pacifica could see in the front row several faculty members from her school, including Ms. Percy and the principal. Her parents are also sitting, smiling and evidently proud of their daughter.

The lights dimmed until only a beam was shining on Pacifica. She then let it go.

"_Let it go, let it go  
>Can't hold it back anymore<br>Let it go, let it go  
>Turn my back and slam the door<em>

"_The snow glows white on the mountain tonight_  
><em>Not a footprint to be seen<em>  
><em>A kingdom of isolation<em>  
><em>and it looks like I'm the queen<em>"

A couple minutes later, Pacifica was almost done with the song. There was no accompanying music, but Pacifica found that she sounded much better if only her voice was heard.

"_Let it go, let it go  
>Can't hold it back anymore<br>Let it go, let it go  
>Turn my back and slam the door<br>And here I stand, and here I'll stay  
>Let it go, let it go<br>The cold never bothered me anyway, oh_

"_Let it go_  
><em>Yeah, yeah<em>  
><em>Na, na<em>  
><em>Here I'll stay<em>  
><em>Let it go, let it go<em>  
><em>Ooh<em>

"_Let it Go"_

The crowd applauded. Pacifica did another curtsy and walked off the stage as the announcer resumed the narration.

Thursday, December 25, 2014. Christmas Day.

Pacifica entered the dining room to find her parents already at the table sipping coffee.

Preston laid down the newspaper he was reading and pointed to the article detailing SeattleTV's 2014 Christmas Special.

"Good job, Pacifica. That was some fine singing you did there," Preston said. Pacifica took the newspaper and started reading the article; what's more, the accompanying picture was that of Pacifica on stage singing.

"Oh, and Pacifica, Merry Christmas," Priscilla said as she took out a new smartphone. She handed it to Pacifica.

"You lost your old phone, so we figured we should buy you a new one," Preston added. "And it's the latest model, too. Money is no longer a big issue for us now that we got that huge sum from the channel."

"Thanks, mom. Thanks, dad," Pacifica said. "This phone looks better than my old one. Merry Christmas."

Pacifica is happy that she got a new phone, but is also upset that now she will have to get new contacts. And whatever contacts she has back in Gravity Falls she cannot get anymore; her family won't be going back there any time soon. And the most disappointing of all: she will never be able to see or talk with the twins Dipper and Mabel Pines ever again.

Monday, January 5, 2015. London Heathrow Airport Terminal 5.

Dipper and Mabel sat in the waiting area of a gate. Directly outside parked the British Airways Airbus A380-800 the twins and their parents will be taking to San Francisco. For the Winter Break, they had gone to the United Kingdom, and now it is time for them to return home.

Mabel connected her phone with the airport's Wi-Fi. Meanwhile, Dipper was watching a nearby British Airways B787-8 bound for Shanghai back up from its gate.

"When is Pacifica going to reply to the image I sent?" Mabel suddenly spoke.

Dipper averted his attention to Mabel. "It is strange," he said. "Pacifica is a frequent talker with you. Wonder why she suddenly seemed to have cut herself off almost a month ago."

"You remember I sent out that photo of us at the Winter Formal, yeah?" Mabel continued. "Everyone else replied the morning after I sent it. Only Pacifica has not replied. She hasn't replied for so long."

"Maybe she lost her phone or something," Dipper suggested. "That's probably the reason why she is suddenly not talking anymore."

"Could be. But if that's the case, then we will never be able to get in contact with Pacifica again," Mabel mumbled. "According to her, she won't be going back to Gravity Falls any time soon. So, I guess we won't be seeing her in any more of our visits back to that town."

"Ah, don't be like that, sister," Dipper said as he put his arm around Mabel. "Maybe through luck we would run into her again. And who knows, maybe she will be some sort of famous singer. She has a nice voice, I would admit."

**Gravity Falls**_** was created by Alex Hirsch and produced by Disney Television Animation.**_

"_**Taking Over Midnight" was written by Brad Breeck and Alex Hirsch. The song had been sung in the **_**Gravity Falls**_** episode (season 2) "Scary-oke".**_

"_**Beauty and the Beast" was written by Howard Ashman (1950-1991) and Alan Menken. The song was sung two times in the Walt Disney Feature Animation (now Walt Disney Animation Studios) film **_**Beauty and the Beast**_**; first by Angela Lansbury in the film itself and second by Peabo Bryson and Celine Dion during the closing credits.**_

_**Advanced Placement (AP) is a product of The College Board.**_

"_**Let it Go" was written by Kristen Anderson-Lopez and Robert Lopez, and was sung in the Walt Disney Animation Studios film **_**Frozen**_**. It was played during the course of the film by Idina Menzel, and a different version was sung by Demi Lovato at the start of the closing credits.**_

_**Puget Sound High School and SeattleTV are fictional, both in terms of reality and the Gravity Falls universe. **_


End file.
